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When we last left Emil, Yuri and him were out in the 
borderlands, an active warzone, in Eastern Ukraine and from 
there, we catch up with Emil scurrying about, old town 
Moscow without any proper segway or explanation as to how 
or why he got there, at least not to our understanding. 
Where is Yuri? 

Our first notice of trouble was an urgent email from our 
representative in Moscow (Kandi) about when she could 
expect payment for Emil’s advance. 

Our first response, was a classic “WHATZ?” 

Seems that Emil had promised her a rather large payday for 
her advance work and advancing him rubles to live on—- 
which amounted to a large sum due to the extremely high 
cost of living there. 

Regrettably, she didn’t take our response as well as we had 
hoped and this resulted in an unfortunate series of events 
that resulted in the filing of police reports over her pawning 
Emil’s laptop at a local pawn shop in Moscow as a means of 
recouping her costs. 

This resulted in Emil handwriting this edition... 

Seine Lagone 
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A great big welcome to all the assembled readers and fellow 
travelers who have kept this poor (due almost totally to the 
corporate greed of all those accounting gangsters, here at 
WWWG, that now surround and corrupt my dear friend 
Seine’s perception of what | bring to the creative bottom-line 
of this publishing house) and humble professor of truth and 
inventor of straight talk. 

It is only through each of you, my dear readers, you all have 
been the reason that has kept me economically viable and | 
do, truly deeply appreciate you, each of you, my kind 
benefactors and | am humbled by your continued kindness. 
This entire issue was totally written in longhand mostly due 
to the issue that | haven’t paid my internet bill for the past 
several months, added to this fact, is the truth that it has 
been a very long time since | have been forced to utilize my 
primitive handwriting skills; | am amazed that this project 
was ever completed. 

| hope you, my dear, loyal readers, will appreciate the 
amount of pain that | suffered in the form of hand cramps 
and my frustration(s) as my trusty old Panasonic Toughbook 
has a much greater level of vocabulary than | have possessed 
for a long time past. 


Funny but, WWWG has not returned a single word for me to 
look over, rewrite, or to defend my usage of. Strange! 
This in itself took me back, left me confused and wondering if 
Seine had even bothered to read any of it. 
Granted, | just wanted this book to be finished, sold and the 
money coming from it to be used in covering my numerous 
and various expenses...like rent, eating and utilities. 
To be truthful and transparent with you my dear readers, this 
is in fact, this was actually my second attempt as my first 
attempt was apparently to dictate the entire volume into a 
blank cassette tape from my ancient voice recorder, it had 
progressed at a very slow pace, the 30,000 words of 
memories had to be recited in a slow and clear voice so to 
ensure that their dragon software could transcribe it 
correctly and thus, it might be written in verbatim. 
Alas, they were unpublishable mostly due to the fact that no 
one but me seems to still have a cassette player and after a 
long search through the local thrift (second hand) stores to 
secure a working cassette it then seemed that their state-of- 
art, their dragon software was not able to string together 
more than a few sentences semi-correct and was in the end, 
it was a good idea but a bad IQ! 
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oa So | went down to the market, found some inexpensive pens 
and purchased some standard, student notebook paper 
(which | was later informed, it does not properly scan due to 
the blue lines on the paper) and set about the composing the 
narratives that you are now reading. 
Finally, received a telex from WWWG and they were doubly 
unhappy with the entire narrative as according to Seine, who 
expressed that he didn’t care for the entire issue as there 
were so many dry paragraphs that reminded him of a justice 
court calendar instead of my regular, snappy scribbles. 
WWWG took a most snooty attitude and a most uncharitable 
view over this and further, they had the rude demand that | 
return this issue’s advance money. 
This rude behavior has nearly broken my spirit along with my 
failing, it has broken my bank balance and left me to ponder 
what it would really be like to have to live out in the park, 
behind the local Food City Grocery Store as | am entirely 
without purse...as they use to say. 
Add to this maelstrom, was my researcher, tour guide and 
local fixer, Candi was so upset that she too wasn’t going to be 
paid, she spirited my Panasonic Toughbook to the pawn shop 
down by the market and | only learned of her treachery after | 

& had filled a police report with our block’s own officer friendly. 


2 | knew she was a gossip and that she drank but | had not 
known she was a crook... | said to officer friendly that | would 
not rest until | saw her in jail although, after listening to her 
reasoning, he scolded me, took her side and threaten to beat 
my deadbeat ass if | ever approached him about anything, 
ever again! 

Before walking away, he shared a joke with Candi that he said 
that his father had once told him when he was fresh from the 
police academy here in Moscow. 

“.There’s was this local man up in court for stealing a rug. 
They said: Why did you steal it? He says the lady in the shop 
gave it to me and said beat it...” 

(Beat it is slang for run-a-way). 

They both shared a hardy laugh as they parted and leaving me 
alone, pondering to find the best way to get my Panasonic 
Toughbook out from the pawn shop. 

People, here in my district in Moscow, for some reason, they 
all seem to love to speak in parables and this tends to be 
rather upsetting if you tend to be in a hurry or are trying to do 
something important... 

Recently, | was running late for an appointment to talk to a 
resource about Moscow in the late 1930’s (which was to be 

(S)) the main focus of this edition) and asked a man seated on a 


oa nearby park bench if he could direct me to the nearest Metro 
Station and this was his answer... 
“A good gardener pulls out the weeds, not because he hates 
them, but because he loves flowers. Were a gardener to start 
hating weeds, he would end by pulling out also all his flowers, 
lest some weeds should hide under them, 
It was if | had activated a five-foot high, a mechanical penguin 
which then, turned my simple request for directions into this 
random, longwinded and hard to follow discussion into the 
lost art of methodical gardening with unwarranted tip(s) on 
weed control! 
The Metro was a block over and one street down...but, | had 
missed the train due to my long conversation about “good 
gardening.” 
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| (eo) “That is so far back and so dead, all so past, it all doesn’t exist...” 
She snap back at my request(s) for information on the events of 
1938. 
“Mess” and “dead” were proving to be her favorite and must 
abused, recurring words she used to illustrate and refer to her 
quest for recognition of these events in 1938 and how her 
efforts have, over the ensuring decades been a “big *@#S 
mess!” 
In most recent years, this had a terrible toll on her and | had 
been warned by her middle-aged daughter before we started 
the interview that... 
“She may fall into terrific tempers, attack people who merely 
talk with her, with sticks or whatever she can find...be careful 
and prepare yourself...if you will please?” 
She shared a recent episode with her mother as an example of 
what | might expect... 
“She ran about on the roof without anything on, attracting an 
enormous amount of attention. Altogether, the whole situation 
was a holy mess.” 
Sitting down with her mother at the round, wood dining table 
that seemed to be left over from imperial days with the scrolls 
on the side of its solid oak legs, there was several long moments 

@) of awkward silence and we seemed to be merely 


sharing a stare at her daughter, without a clue on how to 
move forward. 

Then she looked over towards me and broke the bottleneck 
and said ina firm, authoritarian tone that you rarely hear 
these days... 

“Your prolonged silence worries me a great deal. In particular | 
am afraid that you might have been displeased by the 
chipmunk who steals paper from our toilet, but who always 
leaving nuts in payment. So he isn’t really stealing - just 
buying.” 

While she spoke, nervously, | did a quick glance about the 
room. 

Amongst the clutter of picture frames, knick-knacks, 
postcards, photographs that were piled up everywhere, a 
bizarre quantity of objects among which | recognized 

as Twining’s Russian Caravan Tea in a green tin. 

The floors of her room were encrusted with a thick layer of cat 
dirt and littered with papers, empty cans of pet food and milk 
bottles. 

At this point, | wondered back into her conversation... 

“Life here is altogether, very...very difficult, very cold, nothing 
to heat, no food, no clothing..." 


eo With her depressing outlook, it is not surprising that she felt 
discussing the past would endanger her health... 
Sensing my wondering attention, she added... 
“One becomes ill when one must again and again repeat 
themselves.” 
“At the moment, when there is danger, | do not get frightened. 
It makes me nervous but not afraid. If | should be afraid, when 
in danger, | should be now dead.” 
This conversation was nothing but broken riddles (or was it a 
code?) and it was very clear that we were not getting 
anywhere close to the story that | had been told by Candi 
(Damn...Candi!), | tried to do my best to calm 
her, but lamented that | have no idea how all this ends. 
Her daughter apologies by noting... 
“On occasion she can still be most gracious and charming and 
simply bewitch the persons she meets. But unhappily, she is 
just as often - and perhaps even more often - in an angry and 
suspicious mood and can even become intolerably rude like 
now.” 
Her daughter was worn and at her wit’s end in dealing with 
this sad woman, her unfortunate state of mind and her 
frequent outbursts of pathological anger...or in this case, lost 

&) conversations about chipmunks buying toilet paper... 


oO “One night, she was greatly angered by a new moon which 
was lying down instead of standing up...” 
| asked, in these days when travel was much freer and much 
less costly, why had her mother refused to go back to 
Germany. 
She said that her mother constantly insists that her so-called 
friends in Europe would imprison her and prevent her from 
returning to America. 
“So she was originally American?” 
Her daughter explained that it wasn’t an easy question to 
answer... 
“It was as a Sort of draw, a non-liquet, neither established nor 
refuted by anyone whom | have asked.” 
Then, the old woman, didn’t jump up but, she threw up her 
hands: “Mein Goti!” and since she was really shaken, the 
daughter ask if | could leave. 
Leaving the flat, | heard the neighbor’s German accent and 
decided to strike up conversation with her about her strange 
neighbor. 
“| didn’t see much of her. But, | admit, she was a person who 
you didn’t look forward to talking to. She was a messy thing 
and you could feel there was something untruthful about her.” 


S In a very loud voice on the other side of the flat’s solid oak 
| door, | heard the old women screaming... 

“| can’t. | can’t tonight. Take my pulse!” 

Then her daughter screamed back... 

“Do you want to live?” 

Now in more of a whimper, the old woman confessed that she 

did. 

“Then you've got to go to the hospital!” 

Despite the heat, she left wearing a full, Russian fur cap. 

Looking over to me and straight through her neighbor, she 
4 announced that she had resolved not to cry, but her voice 
| frequently broke as she said it. 

"You lied to me, you promised not to bring them here..." 

Her daughter called a passing cab and they were off... 

Hopefully to the hospital. 
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& AUTUMN 1938... 
There seems to be no shortage of drama here on the side 
streets of the inner, older sections of Moscow and since the 
revolution, civil war and solidification of the Communist yoke 
has done little to rid the city of its Chicago- style, gangster 
cronyism and Madam Rakovsky (whom | was visiting with here 
in Moscow as she was Seine’s friend from Paris from during 
the war) insisted that there had been numerous, sinister 
attempts made to kill her. 
At one point, she claimed that they bribed a dental technician 
to poison her by lacing her dental crowns with arsenic. 
She seemed rather a mild-manner, proper woman that still 
had a trace of the class and culture that was left over from 
before the revolution that had swept away her family and a 
thousand years of Tsarist traditions. 
It seemed rather odd, to say the least, why anyone would feel 
a need to kill such a nice, civil and slightly older woman of 
culture, arts and letters. 
Maybe, because she was a relic and a symbol of a beckon, lost 
but not forgotten age...maybe, it was that someone had taken 
offence to her education? (It happens these days!) 
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Whatever the reason(s) they would wish such a nice person 
dead, those reasons were lost on me and when she rang my 
room, earlier today, telling me that there had been a bomb on 
the premises and if | could stop by because she had 
summoned a private detective who, as | recall, resembled not 
so much a professional but, yet, another greedy, creepy 
Moscow Thug. 

He was a chubby little fellow with broad hips, short legs, 
yellow hair parted in the middle and polished like a shoe and a 
round face with a perennial, somewhat foolish smile... he tried 
to add to his age by carrying, always, in the corner of his 
mouth an enormous pipe. 

He wore a khaki coat with a girdle, white trousers with black 
stripes, green socks and white shoes with brown leather 
bands. 

He was offering for a rather handsome fee to end her 
problems with the local authorities but, only if she promised 
to take the night train to Berlin and leave Moscow forever... 
She rightfully refused and promptly ordered me to throw this 
bohemian upstart out onto the street with little courtesy...she 
always had a funny and most peculiar means of expressing 
herself. 


& and so, | did. 
Not realizing that this little, chubby man was in fact the son of 
a rather powerful commissar...and that my simple deed of 
tossing him to the street for trying to extort money from such 
a nice lady, that it could/would truly come back and haunt me 
in a fortnight down at Rachmaninov's club - which had before 
the revolution, it had been the stately townhome to the 
Rachmaninov Family but was now a Chicago-style speak easy 
for the party elite and by the few well-healed foreigners that 
were starting to venture back to Moscow as they smelled that 
there were deals to be made. 
There were numerous rumors floating about, a loud 
assortment of hushed conversations in German as flashy 
businessmen or high ranking soldiers clustered together in the 
back booths with the well-fed, round faces of the people's 
representatives who were not so communistic that they 
would turn down an opportunity to embrace a little capitalism 
in the form of a secret, foreign currency account in some safe 
European Bank. 
Anyway, as it would be, as we arrived, | glanced about the 
room and much to my surprise, there was chubby boy sitting 
ina back booth and he is actively pleading with his dear father 

© and was in the process of strongly pointing in a rather 
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animated manner at me. 

My first and wisest thought of the evening was to beat a hasty 
retreat and hail a cab back to the hotel but, given that | so often 
fail to take heed to my first impression(s), | ordered a drink and 
settled back into the cushions of my comfortable chair, here at 
our front-facing table. 

Up from behind, several large gentlemen (loosely interrupted to 
be) politely asked me to accompany them out to the darken side 
street. 

With little or no options open to me other than to start a brawl 
in an upscale, speak-easy, | rose and followed the two men out 
of the club and pass the startled doorman and onto the nearly 
deserted streets. 

“What a shitty way to end!?” 

| was too dulled to attempt any smart attempt to escape or to 
plead, beg for a second chance...what good would there be to 
make a break as they were both armed with pistols that they 
wore openly in their pants’ belt. 

Having survived the war even when death shared a bunk with 
our unit up there in the sewer trenches overlooking the Poppy 
Fields of Flanders and having just survived the terrible days of 
the fall of Nanking last year with a rabbit Jap Officer chasing us 


©) across all of Southern China up to the Burmese Border Crossing; 


a 
“ only to die out here on this dark, cold street in some nameless 


part of Moscow. 

“What a shitty shame!” 

The two men looked at me. 

| just wanted this to end and | was growing impatient by their 
delay and was ready to openly confront them when, they 
turned away and were heading back into the speak-easy 
without a word or even a stern warning to get lost or that | 
should be on the next train out of town.... 

“WHAT? ??!!#S%&” 

“What are you doing?” 

“Where you going?” 

The older of the two paused and whispered that Madam 
Rakovsky was expecting me to stop by on my way back to my 
hotel. 

Without further words, they went back inside and | swiftly 
walked down the street to the nearby Metro and hailed a last 
passing cab. 
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(o) Coming to Moscow, all | knew was that Madam Rakovsky was 
a friend of Seine and that she had lived for a while in Paris...| 
could not recall meeting her back then but, it was nice to 
come to a Strange city and already have friends willing to help 
you settle in. 

Little was | aware that her husband was rather famous but, 
was on the wrong side of politics here in the late 1930’s due 
to his open association with his old friend, Leon Trotsky. 
Internationally, unknown to me at the time, he was one of the 
best known figures in the European Socialist movement. 
He was a true Internationale as he was a Bulgarian by birth, he 
is a Romanian subject by dint of the Balkan map, a French 
physician by education, a Russian by connections, by 
sympathies and literary work. 
He speaks all the Balkan and four European languages; he has 
at various times played an active part in the inner workings of 
four Socialist parties — the Bulgarian, Russian, French, and 
Romanian — to become eventually one of the leaders of the 
Soviet Federation, a founder of the Communist Internationale, 
President of Ukrainian Soviet of People’s Commissaries, and 
the diplomatic Soviet representative in England and France ... 
Rakovsky’s personal traits, his broad international outlook, his 
©) profound nobility of character, have made him particularly 


o odious to Stalin, who Madam Rakovsky says quite openingly, 
personifies the exact opposite. 
Madam Rakovsky went on to bitterly lament how badly things 
had gone for them all ever since Trotsky lost out to Stalin for 
control of Communist Russia in 1924. 
She was brave enough to be openingly bitter and obviously 
had a true, heartfelt of the vilification of Stalin. 
This was very treasonous, dangerous talk even in private as 
there were listening ears everywhere. 
People die for much less. 
It was becoming rather clear as to why people wanted her 
dead, that there were bombs being left on her doorsteps and 
personally, | blame Seine for his failure to let me know what | 
was walking into. 
But then again, what did | have left to lose? 
Wasn’t | already dead earlier tonight? 
Then again, why was | here? 
What was the plan? 
While | enjoy it when a plan comes together, | much prefer to 
know about the basic plan before | am required to put my life 
on the line. 
With her husband’s pedigree and success as an leader within 

© the Communist Internationale, Madam Rakovsky 
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Spoke most freely about his faith in Freemasonry and how she 
talked of the age-old truth that the more power you attain, 
the greater the intensity and bitterness of the infighting 
amongst Satan’s top earthly agents (Stalin?). 

As the former Jesuit, Stalin and the Liberal, urbane Trotsky 
had become bitter enemies, which meant that Rakovsky came 
into the inner circles of what the Communist State of 1938 
considered to be enemies of the state. 

By 1937, it was said that Stalin had caught wind to a serious 
and the most dangerous plot (to date) to overthrow him and 
luckily, he arrived at this concussion just in time to take 
corrective, massive action. 

With a swift sword, he initiated the great political purges of 
1938 and was in a concerted effort to personally eliminate all 
the agents of the international bankers (such as Rakovsky) 
who it was rumored had been plotting with Trotsky’s agents to 
overthrow him. 

Again, all unknown to me, Rakovsky was one of the most 
famous, the 21 Trotskyites, who were now on the verge of the 
largest yet of the 1938’s show trials being held to make clear 
examples of Trotsky’s secret supporters in Moscow who had 


© been secretly surrounding Stalin for a decade and were only 


(A) 
\ only waiting for an opportunity to overthrow him, until they 


were exposed in 1937-38. 

The conflict(s) as | was later to be educated in, go back to how 
Lenin had been given $10 million and sent into Russia as an 
agent of Jacob Schiff, the Rothschilds and other American- 
based bankers, many | have been told had deep Masonry ties 
to consolidate Russia as the first land-base from which the 
Permanent Revolution against Christianity would try to spread 
its own errors and influence across the world. 

Madam Rakovsky clearly seems to understand that the key 
lever of power used by the Revolution against Christian 
peoples was evident in the closing paragraph at the end of 
Red Symphony where it talks about the power of monetary 
emission and how we must turn on [Christian] Rulers 
everywhere, if that was done in time, a blood victory could be 
won and this is how Communism will win the world. 

A man named Kerensky arose just in time (1917) and was to 
become the establishment’s “opposition” leader...he was the 
one who Madam Rakovsky explained was one who only 
pretending to be against Communism. 

She explained how he declared a "democratic republic," in 
1917 or some such thing, which was really meant to throw the 


oS Russian patriots off balance and buy time until the Communist 


oa agents (like Lenin) were all in place. 
"Believe me: despite the statues and mausoleum, 
Communism is indebted to Kerensky much more than to 
Lenin." 
| asked Madam Rakovsky about this Kerensky as | had to 
apologize for my lack of knowledge about recent Russia 
History... 
“What happened to him?” 
“He quietly linquished the reins of power and disappeared 
into the background, immediately moving to the U.S.A. where 
he seems to be living out his life in obscurity as a very wealthy 
man in Columbus, Ohio.” 
Without knowing him, | felt bounded to and was developing a 
new felt appreciation for his timing! 
Truly! 
He was smart, got out, shut up and is now set for life very 
unlike Trotsky who has spent a good part of the past ten years, 
trying to be a thorn in Stalin’s side and which may, someday, 
come back and bite him even though he safely lives down 
there in sunny Mexico. 
They say that the original, the key connection between Lenin 
and the bankers had been Leon Trotsky and it was assumed 
© that he had the full support, the backing of the all the main, 
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international Bankers such as the Rothschilds, the Schiffs, and 
the Warburgs. 

Stalin had not hesitate, he seized at the moment of Lenin’s 
death, he made himself the undisputed Ruler of Russia. 
Trotsky was forced to flee Russia and has wasted a decade 
plotted against Stalin in exile. 

Many of Trotsky’s allies, including Rakovsky, stayed behind and 
pretended to be Stalinists to lay the groundwork for the 
coming counter-revolution. 

So far, the counter revolution hasn’t come but, not out of the 
lack of support of the common workers or due to the lack of 
funds (as he has access to an unlimited line of credit from the 
major banking houses in the Western World) but due to his 
own person lack of leadership (which | read somewhere 
recently...maybe in the Times?) in that he was a great 
administrator but, he lack the spark to lead men into battle 
and this is why Stalin (with his Jesuit upbringing) was meant to 
win. 

As the years progressed between 1922 and 1938, Stalin 
progressively alienated the international bankers. 

As they saw it, according to Madam Rakovsky, Stalin was 
sacrificing the interests of the International Communist 


oO Revolution to concentrate on a more nationalist version of 
Communism in Russia. 
She explained that as they (the bankers) saw it, Stalin had 
stolen the fruits of the 1917 Revolution from them and was 
stifling the spread of Communism...so, he needed to be 
eliminated...but, it is starting to look like they have backed the 
wrong horse and had waited way too long to resolve to 
overthrow Stalin. 
Stalin turns out to be a lot smarter than they estimated and 
they made the mistake of under-estimating his limited 
education or maybe, it was his lack of social standing before 
the revolution. They sensed that he was not sophisticated, not 
cultured and initially, they saw him as some rural rube who 
they wrongly thought that they had the ability to control. 
Seems that they were wrong. 
Seems that Stalin, the rural, uneducated rube was always a 
step ahead of the banker faction and before they knew what 
had happened, he had arrested their key agents surrounding 
him (including Rakovsky) late in 1937 and early in 1938. 
Now he was purging them one by one, or in groups after 
public show trials — which now seems to be his way to take 
them to school and educate other lesser personages to think 
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twice or three times before they consider signing on to the 
next counter revolution. 

It was in this atmosphere that Rakovsky was being held in 
prison and even though the trial continued, he had already 
sentenced to death by personal order of Stalin. 

Way late into an already late evening, Madam Rakovsky told 
me that her husband said they had doctors examine him and 
that the doctors had prescribe him a diet to strengthen him 
for something coming up...she said something about an 
interview of some sorts? 

She said that he always feared that they might slip something 
like sodium pentothal into his beverages to loosen him up and 
put him in an optimistic mood for questioning. 

She had been allowed to see him recently and she was 
startled by what she saw. He was kept locked up in one room 
of the ground floor and guarded by one man who did not take 
his eyes off him. 

Of furniture there was one small table, a narrow bed... 
When she entered her husband was sitting at the table, 
seeming too weak, too afraid to get up, to embarrass her or 
even, seemingly he lacked the nerve to greet her. 


| oa She immediately went over to him. He looked at her closely 
and it seems like he could read in her face doubt about their 
futures and, it seemed, it was freighting but, she made sure 
that the guard did not see her reaction(s). 
She said that her husband carried a secret or it was a secret to 
at least the common man, the worker and the peasants of the 
world, the secret was simple, it was common sense in that 
Stalin had betrayed the Bankers and this had the effect that 
the bankers have given up on Trotsky and they had decided to 
start anew by financing Hitler and the Nazis from the start. 
She explains that the reason for this was to attempt to 
overthrow Stalin as all the international bankers were furious 
with Stalin for his "bonapartism." 
This meant that, just as Napoleon Bonaparte had diverted the 
French Revolution from its original goal and stolen it away 
from the Rothschild banker faction who had helped him up to 
power, Stalin had now done the same thing with the 
Communist Revolution of 1917. 
Both men tried to become "top dogs" and throw off the yoke 
of the bankers who had financed them to power. 
Unable to arrange an internal coup against Stalin by the late 

esa 1920s, the bankers were considering what options were 

es a1 © available to oust Stalin by an external attack. 
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She explains that, looking around Europe, there was no 
country that could hope to muster the munitions and will to 
attack Stalinist Russia — except Germany under the right 
leader. 

There on the horizon, they saw a hungry Germany and there 
they found a sparkled meteor named Hitler. 

His rise, uninterruptedly increasing in extent, took place as the 
result of the Revolutionary-Communist economy of 
Versailles... 

In 1929, when the National-Socialist Party began to 
experience a crisis of growth and it had insufficient financial 
resources, in direct negotiations with Hitler they agreed as to 
the financing of the National Socialist Party, and the latter 
received in a couple of years, the bounty of millions of dollars, 
sent to it from Wall Street, and millions of marks from German 
financiers through Schacht; the upkeep of the S.A. and S.S. 
and also the financing of the elections which took place, 
which gave Hitler power, are done on the dollars and marks 
sent by the international banking and their American, Wall 
Street Brokers. 

Rakovsky greatest secret that he carried was bewildering in 
that Hitler, like Stalin, had also tried to throw off the 
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oO Rothschild bankers’ yoke after he finally attained power in the 
mid 1930’s. Which upset them greatly. 
Furthermore, Rakovsky well knew that Hitler had now become 
more dangerous to the Top Insiders than Stalin, because he 
was issuing his own money, which was the ultimate disaster 
for the Rothschild bankers. 
Rakovsky understood that the bankers were not even using 
the newspapers they owned in the west to attack Hitler for 
issuing his own money, because they didn’t want to call 
attention to it for fear that other nations would get the same 
idea. 
The real kicker was and what made Rakovsky so valuable was 
that he had been authorized by the Rothschild bankers to cut 
a deal with Stalin, as they were now desperate to rid the 
landscape of Hitler and they were willing to put their feud 
with Stalin on hold while making a new alliance with him 
against Hitler. 
This is why she knew that he was still alive and that if he was 
ever to see freedom again, Stalin must be made to believe 
that the story and more importantly, that the Rothschild offer 
was real. 


oa He told his investigators that, if Stalin wants help from the 
bankers again, he can win favor by putting out feelers to Hitler 
for a Hitler-Stalin pact, a part of which will consist of a joint 
invasion and partitioning of Poland. 
At this point Rakovsky explains how Stalin could accept the 
free pass for his previous crimes by merely doing This and 
how he would suddenly get all kinds of help from the United 
States, and from many other unexpected sources, if he puts 
out feelers for a Hitler-Stalin pact to divide up Poland. 
Madam Rakovsky shock her head and said that they (Stalin) 
has expresses some doubt about the power, or perhaps even 
the existence, of this secret banking kabala and was ready to 
order her husband’s execution. 
She said that her husband was very brave and she retold how 
he becomes threatening, which was quite extraordinary for a 
man facing the death by adding... 
“Well, if you do not want to believe that the bankers have 
such great power and you wish not to see what they had 
already, historically achieved, then prepare yourself to 
observe an invasion of your dear USSR and witness your 
liquidation within a matter of a year. You will then, think me to 
be a miracle man or maybe, an accident...well then, are you 

©) prepared to see this?” 
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oO Stalin then asked him what conditions would accompany such 
“FREE” help from the bankers? 
Her husband stood tall and without blinking or looking away, 
she said that he had spoken confidently: 
“This is not difficult to assume. The first condition will be the 
ending of the executions of the Communists, that means the 
Trotskyists (including himself), as you call them. ... There will 
be mutual concessions for mutual help ... You will see for 
example the paradoxical phenomenon that a whole crowd of 
people, enemies of Stalin, will help him ... There will appear 
influential persons at all levels of society, even very high ones, 
who will help you ... Have you understood me?” 
Rakovsky explains that when Hitler takes the bait and invades 
Poland, that will provide a pretext for the democracies to 
declare war on Hitler, thus hopefully knocking Hitler out 
without a German attack on Russia. 
“Here is the path...here is the scheme: 
1) A pact with Hitler for the division between us of ... Poland 
2) Hitler will accept... 
3) The democracies will attack Hitler and not you; they will tell 
the people that although both of you are guilty of aggression 
and partition, but strategical and logical reasons forces them 
©) to defeat them one by one: 


oO first Hitler and then Stalin.” 
It is clear that Rakovsky further sweetened the pot by 
intimated that in the confusion of the war, they would allow 
you to take over the whole of Europe. 
At this point, Stalin told Rakovsky that these proposals are all 
very nice sounding theories, but that he would need some 
real proof before he decided or not. 
“Remember that your trial will take place very soon. | do not 
know, but | think it will not be risky to assume that if all that 
had been discussed here is really of interest, then it must 
interest me before you appear before the tribunal: that would 
be for you a decisive matter. ... The most important thing is to 
get proof that you spoke the truth, and to do this not over a 
period of several weeks, but during the next several days. 
“This is why we invited you to come to Moscow...” 
To say that | was stunned was the understatement of the 
generation and | was without even a nod to reply. 
“How can | help?” 
“1am not known for my hanging out with the country club 
crowds...| am not F. Scotts Fitzgerald, am |?” 
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| Xo” | continued to bluntly list and then subdivide my shortcomings 
along with pleads to let me recline or for them to resend their 
kind request to make me a part of history. | fear history, as | 
realize that |am a non-player and like in any good Hollywood 
movie, the little guy always gets it first and no one cares about 
him in the long run. 

“We need you to go to the American Embassy and get Mr. 
Davis to call Stalin...” 

“Is that all? Maybe? | can surely do at least that...” 

In the end, Stalin sent his assistant, Mr. Kusmin to see the new 
U.S. Ambassador Davis, and who actually did, it seems (never 
confirmed) confirmed everything that Rakovsky had told 
Stalin. 

Which was just fine with me as from everything that | saw and 
heard, It seems that Rakovsky and his kind wife were 
obviously of "them" and they were truly privy to the inside 
global strategies. 

On March 12, 1938 with the headline: 

“The Prosecutor’s demands death for all but two.” 

Part of the article read as follows, sent by a correspondent of 
the Times who was at the trials in Moscow: 
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"Under the pitiless glare of six arc lamps, the prisoners filed 
into court today to hear Vishinski’s closing speech for the 
prosecution, which ended with a demand for the death 
penalty for all save Bessanoff and Rakovsky...” 

Rakovsky's death sentence was commuted. 

Some believe he lived out his years under an assumed name. 
Another source has him shot in 1941 upon the start of the 
German Invasion of Russia. 

Which was just fine with me as from everything that | saw and 
heard, It seems that Rakovsky and his kind wife were 
obviously of "them" and they were truly privy to the inside 
global strategies. 

On March 12, 1938 with the headline: 

“The Prosecutor’s demands death for all but two.” 

Part of the article read as follows, sent by a correspondent of 
the Times who was at the trials in Moscow: 

"Under the pitiless glare of six arc lamps, the prisoners filed 
into court today to hear Vishinski’s closing speech for the 
prosecution, which ended with a demand for the death 
penalty for all save Bessanoff and Rakovsky...” 

Rakovsky's death sentence was commuted. 


: oO Some believe he lived out his years under an assumed name. 

| Another source has him shot in 1941 upon the start of the 
German Invasion of Russia. 
Madam Rakovsky told me that the Joseph Davies, the new US 
Ambassador in Moscow, that he was a fellow Freemason and 
in fact, it was widely rumoured that he was appointed due to 
the fact that he was a secret representative of the 
International Communist within the Roosevelt administration. 
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THE TZAR’S GOLD 

“You remind me of a one-eye cat looking for the fish 
market...” 

Really? 

Fate and old lady luck are always very quick to throw the 
most interesting people into my path and it seems to be my 
curse that even the foulest, the most boring of the lot lives a 
more interesting life than | have been rewarded upon 
entering into this world. 

Seems like | somehow got into the wrong entry line and you 
know how these giant, winding lines work, even the mere 
idea of changing your line is almost as big of a sin as cutting 
or jump to the head of the line and for my sins, | am sitting 
here in this Moscow version of a dive bar, where | am 
waiting for yet another sad sack intent on bending my ear 
like Beckman... 

Sorry! 

| understand that this was a long way to go for a lame joke 
that only works if you are a big football fan with a good 
memory to remember a player who played before you were 
born...or a fan of 1990’s English Movies about a young, 
immigrant girl coming of age through football. 
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“You remind me of a one-eye cat looking for the fish 
market...” 

The older lady bend in closer from the surrounding table in 
an effort to get me attention. | try my best to politely ignore 
her awkward and rather odd introduction and | have 
become rather good at this on most normal occasions. 

It is for my own protection as | am of that age where 
younger women who like Bob Dylan use to Say... 

“The Blonde by the whirlpool is looking for a new fool...” 
See me, at best, as a potential ATM Machine with FREE 
Money written all over my face or she we as successful 
social welfare and retirement fund all mixed into one 
random find. 

| may look stupid but | am smart enough to properly 
understand that | am not George Clooney or even a Russel 
Crow and | don’t delude myself that they see anything other 
the fabled, Triple Dipper Old Guy that their mothers spent 
years indoctrinating them into. 

Sadder yet, | am old enough that old women look upon me 
as some kind of a potential care giver, loving servant or 
punching bag for all the wrongs that have been wrought on 
them by evil demons of the male persuasion, 
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thus, here is to my caution when being approached by either 
group in random locations like dive bar, grocery stores and | 
have abandon laundry mats all together... 

Thank you very much! 

| am sure that | am coming across as rude and furthermore, 
it is understandable that takes a lot of courage to approach a 
total stranger and compare them to a one-eye cat without 
descent access to a GPS device; it was not me intent to be 
but, rather | lacked the funds, time and the real desire to 
lead or string her along. 

If she was English, | would have considered explaining this 
quite openingly with her but, she was a middle age Russian 
woman who for whatever reason(s) has not outgrown here 
fantasy of being a Mail Order Bride. 

In the end, she did take proper offence to my ignoring her 
advances, looked at me stoically for one last time, made a 
strange face, spit on the ground towards my shoes and 
called me “gay” in Russian Slang among other words as the 
bar tender got in-between us and showed her towards the 
door. 

One of Candi’s last good deeds before everything turned so 
horribly wrong with the police, me engaging in a near pitch 
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battle with several pawn shop owners and ended in my 
inability to regain my trusty, old Panasonic Toughbook 
Laptop from pawn; she had arranged me to meet an older 
gentleman who she said had a most interesting story of lost 
empire, adventure and even a lost treasure. 

lam here but, where is the old man? 

Was this the correct address? 

Was this the proper day? 

Correct time? 

As several other guests left, | immigrated away from the 
table by the door over to one of the now vacant booths and 
ordered a bottle of the house vodka as to say thanks to the 
bartender for his assistance in showing that old woman to 
the door. 

An hour later, this dusty, bent-over, old man toddled over to 
me and introduced himself while trying to express his 
regrets for his tardiness. 

“Never mind...Glad you could come...” 

The old White (not racist as white refers to an old political 
identification) Russian man was always quick to tell you the 
story how he and his company had been tasked to hide the 
Tzar’s Gold back in the civil war years especially if you keep 


you keep the free drinks flowing. 

Most dismissed the story as a ploy to get free drinks on the 
part of the elderly gentleman but, Candi was correct in that 
the story was always the same. 

All the little details fell into place, they never wavered or 
changed as the story was always the same and if you were to 
catch his eye, a mere look into his eyes testified that he 
believed every single word of his wild tale with all his heart. 
Now, | will say, as many did, that he was old and crazy. 

The established opinion around the evening bar was that he 
was just a crazy old drunk that had been lucky enough to 
create a great tale of adventure and ensure him with a 
lifetime of free drinks to retell. 

Had he fled Russia with both the Bolsheviks and the agents 
of Admiral Kolchak hot on his heels all the way to where he 
ending up to spend his remaining days, here in the safety of 
this neighborhood dive bar, who knows for sure? 

It was a grand tale and well worth the price of a few drinks 
to hear retold. 

| must admit that | did spend a good deal of money to hear 
this story and after a while | started to listen in greater detail 
and then to | found myself starting to take notes and writing 
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writing down parts of the tale. 
My first motivation was to record this great tale and make a 


fortune in having it greedily published under my own name. 


No need for copyrights... 

This is Russia, Baby! 

This was probably a bad thing to contemplate but, | was 
properly down on my luck and it is undeniable that | was in 
desperate need of a lucky break. 

| saw the story as manna from heaven and | figured that 
soon the old man would be gone and his great tale lost to 
the world forever. 

| fancied myself a historian of sorts...like Marco Polo or 
Herodotus of old to turn away any moral outrage that my 
previous Jesuit upbringing mounted on my slightly less than 
noble reasoning and motivation in recording the tale. 

As my motivation was my own fame and profit, it never 
mattered if the story was true or not but rather to get the 
story recorded in the utmost detail that | could achieve. 

| soon found myself ducking out of writing job and a large 
part of my meager salary to spend time with the old man at 
the dive bar. 

Early in the afternoons, | would grab a booth in the back of 
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the dive bar away from the bar where you could not be 
distracted by the lively regulars who so often interrupted his 
retelling of his tale. 
Properly bribed and primed with drink he would retell me 
the tale late into the night. 
With pen and paper, | would record the whole story word by 
word or at least to the best of my ability as his accent was an 
acquired taste and took some getting used to. 
| soon stumbled upon the fact that | liked this old man much 
in the same way as | had my older uncles who would always 
entertain all of us youngsters with their tales of adventures 
: in the northern trenches in the Great War. 
This is when the old man and | became friends. 
Soon we talked about other things and he would tell me 
other tales of having grown up the son of a Calvary Officer in 
the Tzar’s Personal Guard. 
We talked about his family and their ancient call to arms to 
defend Great Mother Russia. 
Coming out of the Caucasus Mountains of Southern Russia, 
his family had very deep roots in the Cossack Tribes of the 
Great Steepes and it had always been a cornerstone of his 
people’s and his personal family tradition to be a great 
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horseman, fighter and later faith — which came in the latter 
days with the conversion of his great, great grandfather into 
the Byzantine Faith during the great battles for Kiev. 

It seems that every generation of his family was called to the 
sword and rode off to fight yet another generation of 
invaders...be they Mongols, Ottoman Turks, the swill of 
Polish and Swedes that soaked the Steepes red with the 
blood of yet another generation of brave Cossack Horsemen. 
The last great world war where all of Europa joined together 
under the blood banner of the demigod Napoleon to invade 
Mother Russia and his demon army of tricolored goons 
swept across Russia as a massive tidal wave of death that 
lapped up upon the Holy Shrines of ancient Moscow before 
it was turned back by God himself and this was where the 
true foundation for the old man’s tale was build. In the 
Battle of Moscow, his grandfather’s Cossack Clan rode to 
save the Tzar’s family from capture and fought the demon 
army to a standstill and with God’s Will, his grandfather’s 
unit turned the tide and saved the royal family. 

They won the field that day and it was a great victory in the 
forests to the southwest of Moscow that sealed the faith of 
the Grand Army of the Republic but, it was at a terrible cost 
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to his grandfather’s unit and his family clan paid a dear price 
for this victory in that he lost three Great Uncles to this one 
clash. 

As a reward for the Cossack bravery on the field of battle 
that day and because of the great fighting ability of the 
Cossack Units, the Tzar incorporated the survivors into his 
personal guard. 

It was a great and high honor to be sure but, a great curse 
that remains to this day on his family and especially to this 
old man. 

It was a hard decision, as his grandfather was a free man of 
the endless Steepes and this was the only life that he had 
ever wanted. 

The old man told me that it would have been better that his 
grandfather had died that day in battle than to have made a 
deal with the devil that robbed all future generations of his 
family of the freedom and honor. 

Being the only remaining son as his three brothers fell in 
battle that day, it was no upon him to take responsibility for 
all the wives, children and elders. What was he to do? 

The responsible answer was to accept the great reward from 
a grateful Tzar as it came with privilege, fame, homes and 


wealth. 

This would be a good value to his new responsibilities as 
head of his clan. This reward would give him the ability to 
honor his clan responsibilities and honor the sacrifice of his 
brothers. 

To turn down the Tzar’s grand offer was unheard of and 
unthinkable to any soul who valued their freedom and 
continued presence in this world. 

At the end of the day, his grandfathers did the correct thing 
and sacrificed his dream of a lifetime of living on the endless 
Steepes of tall grass and he joined the Tzar’s personal guard. 
Soon the old man’s father joined his grandfather in service 
to the Tzar and in many long and frequent wars in Central 
Asia; he proved his worth to yet another generation of Tzar. 
The old man’s remembers his father even though they never 
spent that much time together as there was yet a new battle 
or war in expanding the empire in the east that drew his 
father away. 

The old man grew up in a privileged and sophisticated 
household of the high Victorian Era where he received a 
proper balance of modern education but was well schooled 
in the military arts of his horseman’s clan. 


It must have been hard for the old man growing up and 
having to balance and to blend the two as enlightenment 
taught that war was useless and fraud with the failure to rise 
above our animalistic past while his family’s claim to fame 
was their ability to call upon that animalistic past to save 
modern society from chaos. 

The Tzar’s bargain said that the old man had the benefits of 
all the privileges that high Russian Society had to offer which 
meant access to the university and a classical education not 
offered too many young men in his age. 

He was schooled, cultured, taught many languages and was 
allowed to mingle amongst the brightest and the best of 
Russian Society. 

The dark side of the bargain was that he had to be prepared 
cast enlightenment aside and ride off to certain death upon 
the order of the Tzar. 

The conflict between his Cossack heritage of a man born 
free to be or to go his own way at will and to him being 
chained to an oath of loyalty to a Tzar who he barely knew. 
This was the price that his family paid for his grandfather’s 
decision and sometimes the slavery that the old man felt 
was almost too much to bare. 


It was hard to bare then and it was still a shame that he lives 
with yet today or maybe, he was telling the greatest treasure 
story of all time and we were the crazies who refused to 
listen. 

As World War | wore on, Russia was having its own problems 
on the home front—problems that would ultimately lead to 
the execution of their royal family. 

As internal and external threats loomed, it was decided that 
a huge portion—up to 73 percent—of the country’s gold 
reserves should be moved to the interior for safety. The gold 
was first sent from Petrograd (St. Petersburg) to Kazan, and 
from there it was scattered even further. 

Just where, no one’s quite sure. 

According to some, the gold was seized by Admiral 
Alexander Kolchak, who spent all or part of it in his doomed 
war against Lenin’s forces. 

Others claim that there’s a series of secret gold vaults, long 
since lost, scattered across Siberia. 

Yet another theory holds that the entire treasure was simply 
buried in the forests near Kazan. 

The town of Omsk, once Kolchak’s capital and supposedly 
sitting on top of a labyrinth of tunnels, is a favorite for the 
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gold’s final resting place. 

Or maybe it was sunk to the bottom of Lake Baikal or buried 
near the village of Zakhlamino. 

There’s no shortage of theories—rumor holds that the men 
who buried the gold were immediately executed, making 
sure the hiding place would remain a secret. 

No one knows whether the theories are true or whether the 
gold might still be out there, hidden away somewhere in the 
vast wastes of Siberia... 

The saddest part of all this was the most outstanding 
rationalization that the old man was long on his personal 
story growing up and very lite on the part that had originally 
interested me and after a while, it started to dawn on me 
that this nice, old man was not a mad Dutch man and he 
wasn’t going to give me a map to his lost gold mine! 

Sadder yet was the rational lost of my own gold that | had so 
freely invested here at this Moscow Dive Bar to pry the tale 
from the back reassess of his vodka, soaked mind... 

The day that it dawned on me that there would be no great, 
grand adventure in search of catacombs of lost Tzarist Gold, | 
quit buying him drinks and he quit coming around. 


She knocked at the door. 

| hardly had time to say "enter," when something enveloped 
in a thick brown overcoat rolled in, flopped down upon the 
spare, threadworm, overstuffed easy chair that populated 
what might have been called in a previous generation back, 
it was what they referred to as a sitting parlor; she looked 
about and then slowly introduced herself as a friend of 
Seine. 

“Seems that half the city claims friendship with Seine?” 
“But. | thought you had an interest in lost treasure?” 
Pausing to review my interest before she continued to 
explain that she understood my disappointment with the old 
“uncle” from the bar and how she too had waste much time 
with that old man when she first caught the treasure bug. 
“It will consume you...you know...it will make you very 
unhappy but, maybe...we can help each other?” 

I'll answer you, anyhow. I've decided to lay down my cards, | 
came here on business. | am investigating at my own 
expense, at my own risk, out of curiosity only...” 

Rather disappointed, it now started to dawn on her that 
Seine had been misleading her greatly, she could at a mere 
glance, she knew immediately that | wasn’t some state 


sponsored player but, some freaky, an independent 
contractor and that was yet another immediate red flag, that 
should have been the cue for her to get up and leave, you 
assumed, that she had enough common sense to know a 
real deal killer when she saw it and it was clear to me, that 
this had registered directly with her, just then, it would be 
beyond clear even to Stevie Wonder, that | lacked any of the 
resources she had come seeking and that were needed to 
actual help her in this Grail Search for the lost Tzar’s Royal 
Treasury. 

“But | am free. Don't you need me? Don't you need a 
friend?” 

| trust into her self-deliberations and trailed her back 
towards the door. 

“Seine said you were pitiful and without my kind 
assistance...let’s see...yes...he said you would soon be 
homeless and starving in some back alley, here in Moscow.” 
She explained. 

“Can't we live without deceiving each other, without 
robbing,--eh?” 

She smiled at my last comments and returned to the easy 


_. Chair and sat back down. 
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We went down to the upscale and somewhat expensive 
Cubat for a pre-luncheon buffet to grab a quick bite and to 
then, further our conversation about our collective 
interest(s) and to have a bit of time to compare notes. 
“How do you like that (the pork dish that | had ordered)? 
“| do not regret it, for | learned much about what not to 
reorder...” 

Which now seems so very lame but, at that moment, | was 
trying to match her clearly upscale educational and 
privileged (Soviet Party Member) upbringing which | was 
being so hard pressed to match or even keep up with. 
Looking about, she scanned the entire room several times 
and then commented... 

“| find the difference on the style of people simply 
enormous. They never were here before,--these types of 
men with eyes looking for quick money, for instantaneous 
riches... look! Russian Mafia, here, at every other table.” 
There really was a true sense of sadness and remorse over 
the passing of her upbringing in the waning days of the 
Soviet Elite... 


“Yesterday's poor chaps, that would not know the difference 


between a cotelette and a jigot are ordering and easily 


eating things that it would take me some time to think of. 
Democratization of French cooking, or vulgarization of 
exclusive tastes?” 

We met her friend Frank who came to join us late in the 
meal and just as we started to consider a desert and coffee. 
“Heaven knows how you got released from custody. 

Have you heard anything from Senior Colonel Malevich?” 
She blurted out at Frank before he even had finished his 
introduction of "Can | join you?" 

This unexpected question put Frank in a new light and put 
me a little on edge as this new conversation was a defiant 
red flag to me and the mere mention of custody, jail and 
worse yet, prison are true “get-up-and-walk-out-the door” 
moment and | was more than ready to go back to my hotel 
room and continue to drown my sorrows in the last of the 
vodka in the mini-bar. 

Taking several puffs of my cigarette to think over an answer, 
Frank changed the topic without a proper segway... 

"Did you hear anything of the Baroness B and how is she 
now?" 

"Well," she replied, "the only thing that we all know is that 
She is in jail." 


This conversation is not getting any more reassuring and | 
am starting to rethink my present paradigm, this odd 
conversation about people who | am lost without a program 
to determine and just opening that this is not just the start 
to your standard Russian Novel...and... 

Are everyone here a criminal? 

"Your information," he smiled, "is quite old. They released 
her about a day or two after this misunderstanding was 
cleared up." 

"What do you mean ‘misunderstanding? You would not call 
such a case of Baroness B so gently, | suppose?" 

She shot back at Frank with an urgent, verbal, “bitch slap” 
meant to pull the wind from his lungs and did nothing to 
soothe my tingling spider senses. 

"For heaven’s sake! Don't shout that damned name! There 
are ears everywhere," he whispered before demanding ina 
sterner and demanding rasp... 

"Now what seems to be your question, and what in hell do 
you know about her? Who told you that something 
happened to her?" 

"lam all tangled up, with my new friend...don’t be making 
such a drama scene!” She shot back at him. 


"lam all tangled up, with my new friend...don’t be making 
such a drama scene!” She shot back at him. 

"| think | am in mortal danger. Last Friday, the Director asked 
me to come to his office and said she must be freed, and 
everything was a misunderstanding. He said he had received 
proof; her arrest was a mistake. He also said that we all must 
be careful about our arrests, "from the left, as well as from 
the right." 

Mocking and humorist, she winked at me and delivered the 
following line ina deadpan manner that would leave most 
people wondering if she was an actress...a spy? 

“Why would you be in danger my dear Frank?” 

"We received a letter signed by the whole Executive 
Committee, Department of Political Research, saying that 
unless the whole dossier of the Baroness B. was burned, the 
undersigned of the message reserved the privilege of 
knowing how to deal with it. Misha was so disgusted with 
the letter that she went to see the Director, and explained 
that a body of doubtful prerogatives and no official standing 
had no right to insult an official institution by threats. 

The Director then read the letter, studied the attached 
signatures and said that he would not pay any particular 
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attention to the letter, that there was decidedly no reason to 
think that the authority of the Department was offended, or 
held in contempt. But, then Misha laid the whole episode 
and all the ramifications of this event on me...you 
understand now?" 

“Are you to blame...Frankie???” 

“NO! | did my best to prevent her arrest but at every step, 
my judgement was questioned and each time, | was over- 
ruled by the senior investigator...” 

"Now," Frank continued, lowering his voice, "Misha has 
disappeared. She is not in the office. She never came home 
since the morning she went to the Director with the letter 
and all of that. When | asked his chief whether he knew 
anything about Misha--I got the standard answer that he 
was looking for her all over the city and could not find 
neither Misha nor a dossier which he needs more than 
Misha himself! | feel, | know, Misha is dead. And surely, all 
that in connection....| am in the first in the crosshairs as a 
suspect due to Misha putting the blame for this affair on 
me!” 

“Did you kill her???” 
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| started to excuse myself from the table but both of them 

turned to me and said in a cold, collective voice that | 
needed to sit back down and just shut up. 
What was | to do...? 
What have | gotten myself into? 
OMG!!!! 
The only thing...for some random and unknown reason, all | 
could wonder about is... 
“Is there a NCIS Moscow?” 

So | sat back and slumped down into my chair but, | did 

manage to get the waiter’s attention and ordered another 

: round of drinks and then, | proceeded to drink them all as 
they continued with their “True Crimes” conversation... 
At this moment, she reached into her coats outer pocket and 
pull what at first seemed to me to be merely a piece of part 
folded, part waded paper which in fact was a telegram she 
began to read in rather a hushed but solemn manner: 
"Misha’s body found on the track near Vyborg station four in 
the morning. Suicide presumed." 
"There is no need for explanations," she said, in putting the 

A message back in her pocket, "nor is sorrow, it is all over and 
done!” 
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“It would seem to be an excellent idea to appreciate this 
mere fact properly, don't you think so...and leave town?" 
We left him with his head down on his hands, in an agony of 
sorrow for Misha, and in an agony of fears for his own sake 
and walked in an unhurried rush back to what | could only 
hope, was the safety of my hotel room and that final bottle 
of vodka that | had saved from the mini-bar while all the 
walk back, wondering what was the time for early check 
out? 

It was very clear that | am over my head and that if | ever get 
out of here and back to Singapore, Seine will be out-of- 
business by the sheer number(s) of unpublishable words, 
entertaining in their assemblage and excursion, that | plan to 
heap down upon him with both my adventures with Yuri and 
now, with what | sense is a Moscow adaption of Murder Inc. 
"So, it would be wise for Frank to come no closer to our own 
affairs, | must say that before | ask you... must clearly 
apprehend one thing: do you feel sufficiently interested in 
anything closely connected with the old Soviet Regime? 

And if so, how deep is your interest? 

Do you understand?" 
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| didn’t but, | agreed that we should have no more to do 
with Frank and his homicidal ways... 

“What do you...why do you...why ask about...what was 
it...the Old Soviet Union...what does that have to do with 
any of this?” 

| went on to explain that | had been to Russia back in the 
days as a student ambassador...on a tour...There was the one 
girl...a granddaughter of some White Russian General...she 
lived in San Francisco with her own personal army of cats... 
“Yes...there were tour handlers (KGB) and yes, we made a 
smoking deal to have him help us get big discounts in the 
local markets...in exchange for the blue jeans that we hand 
filled our suitcases with...they were like gold in those days! 
Everyone was happy! It was a win-win!” 

“A win-win?” she chuckled and somehow you could see that 
she was seriously trying to prevent it from become a full, all 
out laugh. 

“| needed to know not that but, thanks for the interesting 
journey...how do you say in Amerika...A VH1 Moment in 
Rock History?” 

“What the hell! You break into my hotel room, threaten to 
kill me...then tell me, you are friends with Seine... 


\ 
y 


|@ 


12 


We go get lunch and you introduce me to some kind of 
government civil servant who has just created a mass 
murder...What the Hell??!?” 

Then she added that | had overheard conversations that 
might be best that | forget...if | truly want to go back home. 
“Let’s start over” She said and sat down on the edge of the 
bed. 

"Look, | don't know, and do not care to know, what you are 
after with Frank...” 

Personally, | cannot find anything in the old Soviet Union 
that | would regret to any important extent. 

On the other hand, | honestly do not see anything attractive, 
or particularly elegant, about this new regime’s make 
“Russia Great Again” at least not as a fugitive American who 
grew up ducking-N-covering, shivering under my wooden 
student’s desk with dread that them Ruskies were gonna 
drop a big one, directly on my head.... 

So, finally, damn it all! 

| would be grateful to a friend who would advise me how to 
get out of any these activities that | was dragged into at 
lunch, and of course, would not consider any suggestion 
leading me into it. 
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My decision is plain. 

| hereby resign from our friendship, this WWWG Assignment 
and to all this stupid gold rush adventure...because, it is now 
very clear that | could disappear from this rich field of life. 
“That's all, | don’t want to end up like Misha or become 
another Frank. Thank you very kindly!" 

She looked at me. 

She was very grave. 

And then suddenly, her face changed and she again became 
combative... 

"So you feel abused, old man, exactly so," she laughed, 
"Aren't we all of the rottenest types that you have ever saw? 
Trash, my dear sir, trash. And | totally, like | do agree with 
your decision but, Seine’s friend, it is much too late for 
that!" 

“We need to move on...forget Frankie! He is no longer any 
use to help us get the gold...” 

The tension which | felt at the beginning of the dinner 
disappeared completely as she turned that conversation 
back to my lust to find the Lost Treasury of the last Tzar and 
we began to talk about different things, comparing notes 
and recollecting our mutual impressions of 1917-1919... 
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when things and people seemed to be so very different, ina 
time before even the Soviet Union. 

"Are there any especial reasons to try and be foxy with me, 
or any reasons to frighten me with mysteries?" 

In a less formal sitting, she felt comfortable enough to tell 
me... 

"There no such things as mysteries. This is the commonest of 
all planets and everything is plain and entirely within the old 
three dimensions,” she explained but it was lost on me as is 
the need of Russians to always be talking in parables and 
ending conversations in riddles... 

| do hate that! 

So | responded in kind “..Some very cautious persons do not 
see the matter clearly—or perhaps they are too stubborn to 
see it right,--and it makes them suspicious....” 

Then | quickly added... 

“You'll kindly forgive me, if you have to be going...it’s late 
and you would hate to reported by the hotel’s bellhops, as a 
common lady of the night...a Ukrainian Mail Order 
Bride...wouldn’t you?" 

| don’t know why | added that last part but, | think | was just 
striking back after a long day of Moscow NCI and was 
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probably considering that with her elitist, Soviet upbringing, 
maybe, she would take it upon herself to call it an evening. 
After her departure, it was only about 9:30 PM, and was 
then, | just remembered that | had raided the last bottle of 
vodka out of the room’s min-bar and without swift action, | 
would be staring at the coming dawn, cold sober; So, | went 
down the street to a new club. 

No Misha there. 

But, | did come to know Boris V, who was true to his uniform 
and was “drunk as a Sailor,” he was in company with three or 
four other rascals; | think the short one was an office clerk 
from some government agency or something to this effect 
but, | could never get a confirmation on this due to the 
massive intake of high grade alcohol that he had already 
consumed and all | could get out of him was “Putin is Great! 
Trump is Great Compadre (buddy)!” 

In the back card room--a gloomy game of English Poker, no 
word said unless for a real mistake... 

So | came home well stocked with refreshments that would 
carry me well into the epoch of the coming dawn and looked 
out of the window onto the deserted and neglected streets 
for a first glance of its arrival. 


With the dawn, | faded and fell to the bed and sleep was 
easy to find... 

There | would stay until mostly likely, it was mid-morning 
with a pounding knock on my hotel room’s solid oak door. 
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| have become very wary of answering unsolicited banging 
upon my hotel room’s door, last time in Kiev, it was Yuri 
(another personal friend of Seine) and you saw what that led 
to...remember? 

So, | debated and really thought that | should remain quiet in 
hopes that whatever trouble was awaiting me, that they 
would grow inpatient and just leave. 

| had hoped wrong as the banging continued and grew 
progressively louder, it was Daisha (the young lady from 
yesterday...you remember, Frank’s friend?) and she was 
intent on coming in. 

With much second and third thoughts, | picked my poor, 
aged and pained body out of my confrontable, goose-down 
bed and stumbled across the cold, concrete floor and 
unbolted the door. 

With that, she swung in full force and began setting up a 
command center on the main table of the room. 

| waved to her as, | guess, it was the best, feeble form of 
greetings that | could muster up as my vocal cords were not 
yet properly functioning and my voice, at first, seemed 
jacked and broken while my head began to throb trying to 
recall who see was. 


Daisha was a force of nature that operated independently of 
any need for permission or approval and this was clearly 
proven true by how she seemed to seize the high ground 
and without so much of a “good morning” she had turned 
my hotel room into an operational center with assorted 
charts, pictures and even, another person (who | didn’t 
know) assisting her in this transformation of my room. 

As | was not expecting her and never dreaming that she 
would be bringing other people, | was totally unprepared to 
receive them and | excused myself to the bathroom and got 
dressed. 

Re-entering the room, Daisha introduced her friend as 
Charles James Fox’s daughter and looked at me with the 
pride of a young reporter breaking their first big story... 
“Who?” 

| apologized for my ignorance about who this fragile, elderly 
(English | assumed) woman was and why Daisha would 
assume that | would be impressed by her presence in my 
room at this early hour of the morning. | was, like, totally 
regretting my choice to open the door. 

Now, I’m stuck! 

“I’m sorry but who is/was Mr. Fox?” 
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Daisha threw me an evil side glance and then explained the 
importance of having the daughter of this Mr. Fox and that 
she was kindly willing to share her father’s story about the 
final days of the last Tzar... 

“and, what that means to our research of the other 
thing(s) we discussed yesterday, have you forgot, old man?” 
“OK! Yet me sit down...do you care for any coffee, Ms. Fox?” 
She nodded that she would and | put a pot of water on my 
hot plated (the rooms here are well thought out for us 
cheap tourist and the addition of a hot plate did save me a 
bit of coin) and scrambled about in search of the remaining 
coffee that | had bought in the worker’s night market. 
Settled in, hot coffee in hand, | listened to an interesting 
story...is it true...who knows but, it was interesting and she 
had proof that she is who she said she was and as to who 
her, dear, departed father had been. 

Seems that he was kind of a WW1 kind of early age, James 
Bond who had been sent To Post Revolutionary Russia on a 
secret mission that if true, it would rewrite history and give 
us the edge over the other treasure hunters who had 
stumbled upon the Tzar lost treasure. 
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| recorded her conversation and | am glad that | did, as it has 
taken several listenings to draw out all of the details of her 
story... 

“Late at night during the evening of July 17th or was it the 
18th, 1918, my father (British intelligence agent Charles 
James Fox) emerged from a secret tunnel which connected 
the Ipatiev House of Special Purpose with the British 
consulate across the street. 

Entering the House of Special Purpose, my father 
encountered the Romanovs, then he proceeded to led them 
into the secret tunnel. 

It is at this point that the Russian imperial family effectively 
disappeared from the world. 

Soon thereafter, the elite group guarding (drunken 
revolutionary recruits) the Tsar and his family were stunned 
to discover that their prisoners had vanished into thin air. 
Listening from inside the tunnel, my father described that he 
heard a sullen voice saying, ‘Now | order you to explain the 
whereabouts of the prisoners! What did you do with the 
bodies!” 

She explained that the guards were dreadfully afraid of what 
both Lenin and Moscow would do to them and their families 


and that they collapsed in despair that they had just made 
the short “who is going to be excused next” list. 
Collectively, they agreed that a false story was to be 
concocted in order to explain how the prisoners had been 
lost: it was resolved that the prisoners had been taken away 
by some secret Red Guard Unit(s) and shot. 

“Yes! We were helpless and too outnumbered to stop and 
besides, they had an order signed by Lenin himself.” 

Her next comment took several more listenings and some 
research to understand the importance of this part of the 
transcript 

“Scratched on the wall of the Ipatiev House cellar from 
which the Romanovs had escaped was a reverse swastika, 
symbol of the mysterious Brotherhood of St. John of 
Tobolsk, which her father had quickly painted as a warning 
to any who might be stupid enough to try and search 
further...” 

Anyway, this explains the origins of the currently accepted 
history and after all the other lies that the government and 
its corrupt leaders have told us to accept as truth...like 
“Hitler died in the bunker in Berlin” or “JFK was killed by a 
lone gunman!” 


Given, the track record of what history believes and how 
often it misses the truth by nearly a mile, it would not be 
that hard to be that there had been an effort to free the Tzar 
and his family but, | had many questions that started with 
her father and this brotherhood organization. 

| had never heard of them, never saw them mentioned in my 
years of study... 

Seems that her father was as it would now seem, were most 
of the other elite agents in the secret service of those 
days...from my research, it is, kind of a secular form of 
Jesuit...1 guess you could say? 

Interesting! 

Google it if you don’t believe me!” 

“The imperial family stayed hidden in the tunnel for a few 
days, then were perhaps moved to another location in the 
North. 

They were then smuggled to Turkistan, travelled through 
Tibet with assistance from the old Dalai Lama, and finally 
reached Shanghai. 

Early in 1919, a British warship, the HMS Kent, secretly 
transported the Russian royal family to Ceylon (Sri Lanka).” 
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As | said, she had an interesting tale but, | am often 
confronted by the “Tin Foil” Hat Brigades and they all have 
equally believable conspiracy stories and then, there was 
that famous fraudress, that Polish Girl who claimed for years 
to be the lost, youngest daughter of the Tzar...DNA finally 
disproved her claim but, still many people still frequent and 
place flowers (daily) upon her grave because they still 
believe. 

Belief is a strong drug and once it takes root, it is damn near 
impossible to unroot it and restore the believer to a sense of 
Sanity. 

My problem with the very interesting story was in not them 
escaping but, how they dropped off the face of the earth so 
completely and how it seems that they could achieve such a 
feat...even with an early incarnation of the witness 
protection program...someone would have talked or there 
would be rumoured sightings... 

It seemed too big a prize to go unclaimed and the reward for 
exposing this would be too profitable to calmly walk away 
from. 

Ms. Fox paused her story, she nodded and you could tell that 
this had been, it had previously (and to her frustration) been 


raised to disproof her tale and thus discredit her, her father 
and his legacy that has never been properly restored upon 
him by the Queen or the English Government. 

Maybe, it was that she had been down this rabbit hole so 
many times that he answer(s) to my concerns were so quick 
and riddled with common sense reasoning... 

“There are several stories and | tend to believe each toa 
certain point as her father did as he was ordered and was 
never given explanation(s) or was ever given a follow-up on 
his mission other than a verbal “Thank You” from the then, 
Prince of Wales — who he met while he was on home leave, 
in London, in 1921.” 

It is historical fact that there had been calls (plans) to rescue 
or ransom the Tzar and his family...they were all related 
through Queen Victoria...all the leaders, they were 
cousins...they even all looked a like. 

It is true that the Tzar was the richest man alive and had a 
massive, personal treasury that never fell into the hands of 
the Communists or so we have been told by history and 
thus, created our interest and at least, my willingness to get 
woke up so early in the morning to meet with Mss. Fox. 

It is true that whoever held the royal family, had the 


especially in a Russia being torn asunder by first the 
Revolution and then the Civil War. 

But, this is also the core of the reason(s) why, they would 
need to die. 

In the wrong hands (such as the White Russian Army of 
counter-revolutionaries), they became a very powerful tool, 
a weapon of mass destruction that could be used to lay the 
whole revolution to waste and it is easy to believe that if the 
Tzar’s guards thought that they were about to be rescued, | 
would have argued to shoot them too! 

“Even if they had managed such a bold escape...Ms. Fox, in 
no disrespect to your father; | can’t see that the secret could 
be held as there were so many people involved and 
somewhere, at some time, someone would have talked?” 
To which, Ms. Fox offered up a totally credible explanation to 
my rejection(s) (concerns) of her story by saying... 

“Who said they didn’t?” 

“Well...what?” 

She calmly continued her monolog and proceeded to offer 
me up further converse of the different theories... 

“Who is to say that there were not leaks? 


| am sure there were but, as this is a matter of life or death 
for the family, it must be said that leakers were swiftly 
discredited and many times, sadly...they seem to have, 
themselves, dropped off the edge of the world...” 

“Then, Ms. Fox please explain why you are still amongst the 
living and so openingly telling anyone who will listen, spilling 
the whole story to the world, friend or enemy alike?” 

“They are all dead, gone and it no longer matters as all those 
who could confirm and restore my father’s place, his role in 
the greatest escape in the history of the world...they are all 
dead...gone...so, | see it has my role to document and 
restore my father’s legacy before | am gone too! So here we 
are?” 

“Yes, so here we are Mss. Fox?” 

“Many here in Moscow...believe that there had been a deal 
between the English and Lenin on this...” 

“A deal?” 

“Yes, you might not remember that the English had invaded 
Russia in an effort to overthrow the communists who 
seemed so bent on ending the war with Germany and that if 
allowed to do so, would have allowed the German Army to 
move these troops to the West and that might have tipped 


the balance of the war, even as late as 1918. 

The English King was a cousin of the Tzar and had a rather 
close relationship with him. The Kaiser was also a distant 
relative and the Tzarina was of German Blood. Who is to say 
that, despite their political differences, they would not come 
to the aide of family?” 

“Ms. Fox, | agree with you on these points but, what was the 
deal?” 

“As | said, the only ones who know the whole truth are 
dead, so | can only speculate and conjecture but, | believe 
that Lenin needed to stop the English advances in the North 
before they can link up with Allied (Czech) troops that 
mutinied in Siberia or with the growing counter- 
revolutionary White Russia, who were building a pro- 
monarchy army in the South. 

Lenin was in need of capital as the 10 million dollars given 
him by the Western and American Bankers was not near 
enough to pay to subdue the whole of Russia and since the 
main treasury of the nation was empty by the time the 
Communists secured it and the personal treasury of the Tzar 
had too disappeared without trace. 


But still, he had an ace...he had the royal family is what he 

always called protective custody but, which the world called 

hostage.” 

“Oh, | see that Lenin wanted a deal...is that correct?” 

“Yes, you are sharper than Daisha had led me to believe you 

were...” she said with a wink towards the silent Daisha who 

was crumbled up on the bed. 

“Lenin saw no interest in the royal family other than as 

leverage and had little interest in their well-being after that. 

Her father’s boss, who | shall not name here, was sent to St. 

Petersburg and then Moscow with such a deal for Lenin and 

his communists and the deal was... 

¢ The English forces would dray a close to their military 
and other endeavors in the Northern Part of Russia over 
a short period of time and would start withdrawing the 
troops as safety allowed. 

¢ The English Government would not recognize the 
communists but, then, they would not recognize the 
newly established, White Russian, government in exile 
either. 
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¢ The English government would forbid any financial 
support to the White Russian regime either of 
government funds or those of private groups within the 
entire English Common Wealth. 
¢ The missing Tzar treasury would be returned to the 
existing Russian Government — which would mean (at 
present) the communists and to Lenin. 
And all they asked for was the safe return of the Tzar, his 
family and an assortment of other high royalty within the 
Russian Empire. 
Lenin, regardless of what they said later, he was a smart and 
clever man. He well understood that the political and 
monetary rewards of this deal were to his liking and needs 
but, once the English secured the royal family who was to 
say that they were cancel the deal and renew their efforts 
against the new government or worse yet, allow the Tzar to 
lead the growing White Army in the South and rally all of the 
secret monarchists to overthrow the Soviet. 
This was a deep concern but, one which Lenin was able to 
construct a solution to, his counter offer consisted (which 
was told to her by an old man who was close to him at the 
time, or so she implied) of... 


It seems that the real sticking point was to what would 
become of the Tzar and his family and that the English must 
| ensure that the Tzar will disappear from the next page of 
history (both him and his family)... 
In fact, Lenin pointy told the English Envoy that it was in his 
ae best political interest to just execute the entire royal family. 
aot After much consultation with the Home Office and then, 
with various representatives of the crown, they offered a 
counter-offer to Lenin that consisted of a person assurance, 
that the Tzar and his family would remain incognito for the 
4 rest of their nature lives and would live out their remaining 
: days in a secure remote location. The king would personally 
assure Mr. Lenin that they would never hear of Tzar Nicholas 
ever again, at least in the present tense. 
Lenin accepted this but, he didn’t trust the English or even 
their king... 
HES i ° So, as a final stipulation(s) Lenin offered the final deal... 
ed * The assurances of the King that the Tzar nor his family 
SA will ever appear in public again, it must be a solemn oath 
Be sworn to God and be in writing, signed by the King 


PE himself... 
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¢ With the letter delivered to him (Lenin) directly by a 
member of the royal family...no need to be an important 
royal but, someone recognizable...such as, maybe the 
Duke of Winsor... 

¢ The exchange MUST not look as such and that the 
Communists will control the narrative of the 
disappearance of the Tzar. 

¢ The English Government will put a muzzle on the out-of- 
control anti-communists (like Sir Winston Churchill) 
politicians and the press of the Commonwealth. 

¢ There will never be any mention of the Tzar’s private 
treasury (which was valued in 1917 to be several billion 
pre-modern dollars) nor will the English Government 
seek any claims against the new Russian Government. 

Lenin warned that should the English considering backsliding 

on this deal, “should we wake up some morning to discover 

that it was reported that the Tzar lived” then, the letter, the 
oath of the king will be released along with the video of an 

English noble presenting the letter to Lenin... 

Yes, a video movie! 

So, it went down! 
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In those days, oaths still meant a lot...as a man was only as 
good as was his word and after, that, people forgot and 
those who did recall, those who dared to remember elected 
not to...especially, after what happened to Trotsky down in 
Mexico. 

So Ms. Fox truly believes that to this day, we live with the 
Communist lie and their deception... 

| am sure that the Tzar left this world but, maybe several of 
his daughters live... 

Are they still hidden and live in protective custody or do they 
live freely amongst us yet today? 

We shall never know...of that | am sure. 

Russia “is a riddle wrapped in a mystery inside an enigma,” 
suggested Winston Churchill. 

If you select to follow Ms. Fox insight, it seems possible that 
rather than be shown to be outsmarted by Capitalist 
intelligence, Lenin and his comrades may have favored 
clinging to the story of an Ekaterinburg execution of the 
Romanovs and disappearing bodies. 

Then too, dead Romanovs are not risky to the Russian 
people as a possible hope of a returned monarchy. 

Beneath the surface, though, within the privileged hierarchy 


of Communist Party power, a desperate worldwide seek- 
and-destroy mission against the Russian imperial family may 
have been ongoing. 

The identities of Allied intelligence agents involved in the 
Romanov rescue have been kept secret for decades, for their 
personal safety. 

How much moreso would be the need to protect the 
Romanovs against the long arm of the Soviet death squads? 
For that reason, the Russian imperial family has never 
officially surfaced. 

Cases such as that of Anna Andersen, who claimed to be the 
princess Anastasia for decades, were only, finally, disproved 
by DNA or were they? 

Don’t know...but, the more | read of her life the less | tend to 
believe her claims...although, she did have this weird 
attraction to and maintained an army of cats and she surely 
did seem to enjoy talking in parables but, then again, as far 
as | can derive, this seems like a national trait with these 
people. 

Ms. Fox contends that the numerous claimants who have 
arisen be part of a smokescreen, designed to hide the true 
Romanovs within a “House of Mirrors”? 
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“Or suppose a true heir of the Romanovs were to be 
officially acknowledged?” 

| asked and even though she believed that this might be a 
means of restoring Mother Russia to her original dignity 
amongst the nations? Then said quickly added... 

“Or might it be just another Western plot?” 

And, so, there we are? 

“What of the treasure?” 

That was my concern, | have no interest in being 
Entertainment Tonight to a bunch of death Russia Nobles 
and really, have only a passing interest to this whole story 
other than, it leads us to a treasure hunt for the lost gold of 
the Tzar! 


Today, we actually saw what well might be the last true, a 
real unicorn find in these waning days of the rebirth of the 
Russian Empire... 

So my dear fine-feathered, all of my fellow American 
Progressives, yes Dorothy...although this might not be 
Kansas but, we have stumbled across a true sociological 
discovery...a real, full blooded, honest-to-goodness, card- 
carrying communist, very much alive, in Somewhat well 
health and living here at the train station. 

He was a man of rather short size and dark complexion, if 
such could be detected under his greasy cheeks. 

He wore a small beard twisted at the end in a tin hook. 

His ears — transparent and pale -- were proportionately big. 
| stopped near the nearby convenience store to buy a 
backpack full of cheap treats as a reasonable alternative to 
the dining car prices on the Trans-Siberian Railway which 
was to take us to our next stop in search of the lost Tzar 
Treasure, when a little group of men...civilians and an out-of- 
place young recruit gathered near our unicorn communist. 
This was the usual crowd of nowadays loafers, shabby 
looking, discussing something, casting around looks full of 
hostility, hatred and superiority towards all foreigners, 
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the new rich and of course all are gays as they believed all of 
these grouping were in fact gay (strange believe which 
seems to be a holdover from their upbringing in a classic 
Soviet Education System). 

The young recruit bought a chair from a cigar counter, and 
the communist stepped on it, and started his talk. 
"Tovarishshi," he said, "the time has come."... 

“It was a complex argument, based on traditional 
Communist Values that the recruit should offer him (the 
unicorn) out of respect to his service in the Great War (even 
though, it was clear that he wasn’t nearly the correct age to 
have witnessed any fighting first or second hand...although, 
it was clear he had seen the movie or two) and by the way, 
at in the same breathe started to mention vodka and that 
Soviet Scientists had proven that one must not smoke 
without the “blood of the nation” (vodka) to heighten the 
healing effect of the tobacco... 

They all applauded, though nobody knew what was going to 
be next, and the speaker could even have been a 
Reactionary as | was sure that he had watch 1950’s American 
Television reruns, dusty old VHS videos as he was clearly not 
quote some great Soviet Medical Discovery but, a standard, 
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capitalist, RJ Reynolds commercial(s)...1 was near calling him 
out as the young recruit had not the funds, not on his military 
salary, to be buying every hobo, here in the metrodome, 
cigars and the “blood of the nation.” 

"This is he," shouted out by one of his fellow recruits that had 
come to rescued their soft-hearted friend while he was 
clearly pointing directly at me; he was a rather big, brute of a 
chap with hair falling off of his cap. 

"Who is he?" 

The unicorn and his cadre of hobos all turned around, staring 
directly at me, the foreigner and loudly started to question. 
"Who are you, burjooi?" 

Yet another, an older man and bystander yelled out, jokingly, 
towards me, 

"This is Comrade Trotsky. He comes from America. 

You had better move on or I'll tell him who you are," he 
continued staring at them very resolutely, and spat on the 
sidewalk right near his foot to prove his measured, resolute 
manners of a previous Soviet Union Elite. 

Undefinable, maybe it was out of his deep distaste for what 
he sees as the collapse of a system that had made Russia 
great and that to him these hobos and their feelings of 


entitlement, their “money for nothing” attitude(s) were part 
of the reason that his great Soviet System collapsed or 
maybe, he was just an elitist trickster who liked to step in, 
playing super hero, and who sloops in to save helpless 
tourists from the cadre of the unwashed...here at the train 
station. 

| nodded my appreciation to him as the clouded, vodka 
soaked brains of the unicorn and his fellow wards of the 
former Soviet State bought into not only what he had said 
but, they stepped back as they had been trained to do upon 
the command of a senior party member to let me pass and | 
quickly moved on, with a spring to my step and haste 
especially after one of the hobos mumbled that | didn’t have 
a pointy beard... “I have seen the pictures!” 

| crossed the street and stood on the other side. 

From there, | could not hear our dear Comrade Unicorn 
clearly, but | took a few moments and studied his basic 
movements, his numerous gesticulation, his rather odd and 
most annoying manner in which he scratched his nose as he 
talked, of how he continually and quickly turning his head in 
a derby, and the nervous shrugging of his shoulders when he 
felt that the gathered were losing interest. 


The collected mob of onlookers applauded his every phrase, 
making his speech a series of separate sentences and thus 
giving him the advantage of thinking of most radical ideas to 
add, while awaiting for the listeners to finish the applause 
before he continued his original debate with the now 
surrounded, scared recruits... 

| shuttered as | recalled a very similar scene of young, Russia 
Recruits surrounded by the “Soldiers of God” on that chilly, 
dusty autumn day just outside the defensive walls of Kabul. 
“WO!” 

That is a major flashback and | was truly hopeful that they 
would be better fated than those other poor Russian Youths 
had been in 1980’s Afghanistan. 

| have finally decided to give in my resignation. 

What is the use? 

No more time to waste... 

| have a train to catch! 


Waiting for my travel companion(s) to arrive, | sat in our 
sleeping car and became rather interested in a long, out-of- 
print book, it’s pages were brittle and not aged well ina 
yellow cast of the cheap news pulp that they so commonly 
used to print books in, back in the mid- 1920s. It read... 

"| must bring to your attention the fact that a certain lady, 
whom | knew in Petrograd in other days, came here quite 
unexpectedly, under the name of Lucie de Clive. 

She was in the plot in June, and at that time was very 
strongly protected by * who released her from jail. 
She is an Englishwoman, but knows Russia well, as in fact, 
she knows all European countries. 

She came here the daythe _’s were killed and Pasha 
(2???) taken away. 

She made me understand that she is in a new plot to save 
the Emperor's family. 

Her task will be to stay here for a while "and make some 
preparations’ and then go farther on...” 

(*Strangely some of the names had been blackened out) 
Fact or fiction? 

Who alive knows? 


Almost a 100 years separates me from this knowledge and 
from having any reason(s) for believing that there were 
plot(s) to rescue the royal family, whether in fact or fiction. 
Everyone can be a hero on the Monday morning after the 
big game as who is there left to challenge them, especially a 
hundred-years on? 

This was not a veiled editorial comment about Ms. Fox and 
her story about her father or hoped that it wasn’t? 
Hopefully not! 

It had been agreed that she would travel with us to Siberia 
and be our semi-expert guide to the site(s) of her father’s 
grand adventure even though Daisha was a better expert as 
she had spent a long time traveling about here, in Siberia. 
Personally, | really didn’t mind as she was rather pleasant 
and | have discovered that when she was around, Daisha 
was much more behaved, more civil and tended to use less 
colourful language skill set... 

So, | had no objection to her tagging along... 

Especially, since, | wasn’t paying the bill, 

What difference did it make? 

"Good afternoon, sir," 


The young man said in an astonishingly polite voice from the 
halfway open doorway of our sleep suite, and in English... 

"| congratulate you upon your upcoming trip." 

| turned around and saw a man of rather short stature, 
cleanly shaven, and politely smiling with the whole width of 
his mouth. 

In all my years of traveling the world, the first cardinal rule 
that you learn and that serves as a forewarning that you are 
about to be fleeced, robed, beaten or jail all starts with a 
similar type of conversation that is instigated by a total 
stranger and it was here that my spider senses tinged and 
started to burn rather strongly. 

Here is a tip for all my dear readers who might be untested, 
an inexperienced newbies out there, what you must do is 
seize back the high ground and you must make them aware 
(the allusion) that you might well know who they are and by 
such fact, you are advising them to kindly move their scam 
further down the line to another, a much less aware tourist, 
someone that they can more freely pillage and this is what | 
did by saying... 

"Good day," | said, "| cannot place you, but you seem 
familiar to me, | am sure." 
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Taken back, the little man said... 

"That's due to my occupation, Sir. | am Goroshy, | am your 
night usher for your trip. So sorry to apprehend of your 
quiet, Sir, in connection with my news that your diner will be 
served at ten past seven this evening." 

This man, Goroshy, was to go on farther into this trip and it 
might well be said that after sharing a multi-thousand mile 
trip with two middle aged women, he did become a real 
friend to me, although, these day, | dare say that | would be 
hard pressed and fear that | hardly could recollected him, if | 
were to see him in a crowd. 

But really! 

How much attention do you pay to the ushers! 

“Hey Goro...how much was the vodka again...?” 

“Why Yes!” 

“Do add it to the sleep car’s bill...if you would...” 

“Please! ?” 


“In the southern part of Russia, there is a lake unlike 
anything else of Earth. 

Lying nestled within the wild Siberian landscape there is the 
enormous Lake Baikal. 

It is the most ancient and deep lake on the planet, and 
people even call it “The Pearl of Russia.” 

It is a majestic place, remarkable for both its beauty and its 
mystery.” 

While the leftover Soviet brochure does wax on correctly as 
to the wonders of the mighty lake...it is a beautiful, but, 
nearly lost and almost forgotten lake that truly gives the 
great lakes a visual run for their money, that is in my 
estimation(s) and | have not be paid by the local Tourism 
Bureau to promote. (Hint...hint...comrades) 

What the old time Soviets nor their children’s children will 
dare to say, not even in a late night, drunken movement, 
they will not confirm that the lake has long been the center 
of a weird series of happenings with most of the weirder 
stories revolving around the hauntings, the forest stalking of 
what is known to the readers of the National Enquirer, as 
the Lake Baikal Monster. (So much for my promotional tip. | 
guess?) 
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“MAKE SURE TO GET YOUR IMMUNIZATIONS PRIOR TO 
YOUR TRIP.” 

What a weird warning on the back of this faded 
brochure...forgot to read that part and now, | am consumed 
by the cryptic message and as to why | need to have shots 
and which ones? 

What the hell? 

It would have been nice to have a better idea as to the true 
meaning to this stamped message stamped in the red ink of 
past Soviet Authority, the red ink that all important things 
were stamped. 

Goro agreed when | confronted him after dinner and he too 
suggest the wisdom of the ancient Soviet Warning. 

In fact, he had to take special shots prior to visiting these 
region. 

“We (train staff) had to have three of them — | believe they 
were called tick borne encephalitis”. 

OMG...WHAT??? 

“No one told me about shots?” 

It may well seem that | am fated to face and play chicken 
with death on an unending loop, constantly living out on the 
edge, flirting with instant disaster but, | am truly not the 


the person who lusts for adventure or risk taking and not 
once in my life, have | ever been confused for such a person. 
“| actually know a case where a European person died last 
month from being bit by a tick from meningitis after visiting 
here in Siberia.” 

Goro could see that his answer had deeply troubled me and 
as a mere after thought, he added that it was winter and 
most the little ticks are asleep...in the summer, it would be a 
worse concern but, he finished with what | am sure he 
believed would lighten my mood... 

“Only if you get off the train!” 

That was always excellent advice! 

In fact, a famous 15** Century Portuguese Explorer had it all 
figured out after most of his crew swam ashore to party with 
the natives only to be slaughtered, killed by the locals as 
part of a very strict immigration policy and he had luckily 
stayed behind and later he was asked, what advice would he 
give to future explorers and he merely said... 

“Never get off the boat!” 

The great question, here and now, It centered around my 
first thought to follow this classic, these ancient words of 
great wisdom or to take my health (my life) and cast it out 
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: al into the abyss of fate, all for the fancy of a lost treasury of 
Tzarist Gold...greed or long life, yes my fellow Campers, this 
is the question and Goro was being of no help in assisting my 
decision making. 
Daisha solved the problem by pushing me out of the rail 
door and by landing me deep in the surrounding snow, the 
die was cast...| had been drop kicked across the Rubicon and 
my path forward was with my present company as she held 
the return tickets and | had (with Goro’s assistance) run up 
quite a tab from the rail bar. 
While | was not expecting Club Med nor to the other 
extreme, a total naturalist’s wonderland of untouched by 
the hand of man (what no one tells you that the factories 
and farms along the northern-end of the great lake have 
been pumping industrial waste into the lake since the very 
first five-year plan...TRUE!) but, | was disheartened by the 
reality of the cheap tourist towns that populated the 
majority of the lake front. 
It was like Cooney Island without the boardwalk but, there 
was no shortage of what must be distant relatives to all of 
those Cooney Island Boardwalk hawkers, real and truthful 
Carnie types but lacking in the charms and sweet talking of 
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their American Cousins who both made a living hustling 


original, native art works made in mass in neighboring China. 


We ended up at Baikal Dunes in the area near Peschanaya 
and Academicheskaya bays against the backdrop of the 
Pribaikalsky National Reserve, the area around the lodge has 
some of the most dramatic views of Lake Baikal. 

Steeply rising hills and an ancient Taiga forest (the lake and 
forest date 20 million years back) surround small beach 
inlets of blue-green clear but frozen water. 

Considering its enormity and its formally remote location, 
it’s not surprising that it has a long history of bizarre events 
(mostly centered on tales of the massive hordes of 
marauding tourists), there are even tales of Jesus visiting the 
Lake at some point (they knew it was him as he didn’t come 
on the tour). 

Lots of myths, legends, folklore and happenings revolve 
around the impact of a meteor with the Earth. 

This is how... 

The old lady squatting in the ancient, rusted lawn chair, 
minding a few midget tomato plants equally guarded by the 
sun faded, pink plastic flamingo, this is what she said that 
started the lake’s strange history. 
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REALLY? 

A METEOR? 

“This is where the Lake Baikal Monster (the native Buryat 
people of the region call the creature Lusud-Khan) came 
from...believe me, comrade! Don’t go into the water! They 
will drag you down to the bottom of the lake, down to their 
city on the bottom of the lake and they will serve you up to 
their children as a tasty dinner treat! 

Be Warned...Comrade!” 

Really? 

As we talked, the old man’s husband came over to warn me 
that his wife was not right in her mind, she fell from a tractor 
where they use to work on the collective farm (in the north 
of the lake) and that | should not believe her wife’s tales of 
sea monsters or wishes to be... 

| smiled but before | could walk way, he pulled on my arm 
and whispered in my ear... 

“There have been lots of reports of strange lights and alien 
space crafts over the lake. Perhaps, you might like to see my 
book... it is all fascinating stories coming from classified 
Soviet era documents — as you know, | was (wink...wink) with 
the KGB. 
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My book compile a series of all the strange happenings 
around the lake...| have paperback and eBook versions...I 
will give you a special American discount...We love 
Americans here!” 

“Everyone loves Americans...really?” 

“Why yes, Comrade! We all love Americans because the 
Soviets feared you...not as much as the Chinese but, since 
they feared that you would invade, they hired us all to watch 
for your planes...Stupid...Yes! But, it paid more than the 
collective farm and we got to live on the beach...Thank 
you...my American Friend! God Bless you America!” 
“But...the Soviets are gone?” 

“It is so sad, | miss the Cold War...good money...look at us 
now...selling e-books and tomatoes to cheap, tourists...| miss 
those Soviets...we miss you!” 

“Sorry! | never thought of it that way!” 

“Yes...Comrade...1 am sad too...” 

“Have heart...| hear that we are starting a new Cold War 
with Russia, maybe the good days will return?” 

“Naw! The Russians are cheap SOB (Can we say this?)...they 
want to charge us rent...beach front prices...they tell me that 
Club Med is coming soon...some Vietnamese Colonel was 


here last week to look for locations...” 

“Vietnamese?” 

“Yes...So, | thought too...| thought they were communists? 
But, he just laughed when | asked and he told me that he 
had made the deal for Club Med, at some place called 
Camron Bay...he said that is in Vietnam...Nice man, 
though...” 

“How much is your e-book?” 
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A drab, Soviet-era hydro craft picked us up at Baikal Dunes 
but, | was impressed that regardless of its age, this was a 
very fast and utilitarian boat, one of the few that still tilled 
on the lake, and it made a comfortable journey up the lake 
from Peschanaya to Ohlkon. 

They served us tea and had hot food (Chinese cup-o-spice 
noodles) which was well received as | had spent much of the 
day munching down on miniature tomatoes and shared 
more than a few, pitchers of bootleg, homemade (bathtub) 
vodka with my new KBG Coastwatcher and his demented 
wife who spent the afternoon scaring me with her ghost 
stores of outer space, fish men, those who populated and 
built massive cities on the bottom of the lake. 

Rain plagued us most of the 2 hour trip up the lake and by 
the time we landed on the shores of Khuzhir, the rain had 
already washed out most of the road leading up the very 
steep hill in to the village and no vehicles of any kind could 
get down to the beach. 

It was % kilometers up to the top of the hill, quite steep, in 
ankle deep mud with almost no grasses to cling to we 
continued to climb. 


© 


Traveling seems like it is my frothy but, it really isn’t and 
when we add so much additional drama, | would rather be 
sitting in an immigration cage in the Beijing 
Airport...restraining order or not...thank you very 
kindly...$32 Starbucks Frappuccinos...no problem! 

Instead, I’m cold, tired and am starting to realize that |am 
on a fool’s errand and not the Grail Search that | was sold 
on, back in Moscow. 

There are so many opinions that this is a fake new, there are 
so many National Enquire version(s) of the Tzar’s gold that it 
might be more profitable to be pushing a new version along 
with a “GoFundMe” Website...Not, beyond my thought but 
maybe, beyond my technical skills. 

This fool’s errant has brought me, delivered me out to the 
Siberian Wilderness with it’s cold, killer ticks and now sea 
monsters...is there a reason to all this other than, | am on 
WWWG’s dime and | believe that | did say “What do | have 
to lose?” and let me say, | am starting to have second 
thoughts but, hopefully, | won’t have regrets at the end of 
this journey. 

Is there a real treasure? 

Who got away with it? 
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How do you prove it? 

Was it dumbed here in this might lake? 

Did the Czechs grab it, ran and retired very well in the 
Hapsburg, stately homes in old town Prague...or at least till 
the Germans showed up in the late 1930’s wanting the 
money back...as they felt that it was theirs due to the fact 
that this was the collateral that the White Army had used to 
get the Germans to finance their Civil War against the Reds... 
(According to this German professor that | talked to...he 
claims that he is on vacation here but, | think that he is here 
seeking his own retirement gold?) 

So it has become critical that we find out that we are not 
just spinning our wheel...granted, it is on someone else’s 
dime but, if it’s gone then, | do have better (warmer) places 
to be...if it is at the bottom of this mile deep lake, none of us 
are getting it away from the sea monsters who apparently 
have a booming city going on, there at the bottom of the 
lake. 

The only plus would be in a double cross or a triple cross and 
the money is still buried in some cave or in some nearby 
forest. 
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- Now, it seemed that part of the treasure was turned over to 
the Reds in 1918, everyone, all the records seem to agree on 
this...What | want to know is where the rest went...we have 
an appointment to meet several local experts to get a better 
overview of what the truth might be and explore why no- 
one can find any trace of it. 

Early the next morning, we had our first meeting with 
several of the local historians from the nearby teacher’s 
college, and the conversation became heated almost 
immediately and you could well see that this was not the 
first time that they had this conversation and | felt much like 
an intruder in a family argument. 

“The gold’s buried in the wilderness, right here,” 

Yelled out the first professor while jabbing his finger at the 
vast Siberian map laying there on the kitchen table of the 
cabin. 

Then, the young man sitting over on the adjoining armchair 
sounded out his own opinion... 

“The Red Guards or the Whites stole a bunch of it in route.” 
Finally, the older professor raised his hand to silence this 
room of unruly mob of treasure hunter posers... 


)\ 


{© 


——OOOOEOeeEeeeee — — — ee —~ — — —— — — — ee 


( A 


“No, the gold fell into Baikal! That’s why no-one can find any 
trace of it.” 

The men were in the middle of their weekly, argument over 
one of the most enigmatic legend of what had happened to 
Tzar Nicholas’ family gold reserve, which supposedly 
disappeared during the Russian Revolution 100 years ago. 

“| read it in that it is at the bottom of Lake Baikal...it is from 
Volkov’s book, The Ghost of Kolchak’s Gold Train.” 

| injected into the conversation as a means to introduce 
myself and prove my metal to this group of treasure experts. 
The younger professor laughed. 

“Yeah, right! We always believe what we read in a book! 
Anyone can write anything in a book. If you want to know 
the real story, you listen to the people.” 

This was where, in this conversation, where | was to be 
taken to school and it seemed that they thought that | had 
much to learn, so | took my seat and listened... 

“Whoever got the gold would win the revolution... Whoever 
got the gold would have enough money to pay for arms and 
soldiers, and would win the revolution...” 

| nodded in agreement and motioned for the professor to 
proceed with his lecture... 


A 
: - “In 1918, Russia possessed the third largest gold reserve in 
the world, bested only by the US and France. 
When the war broke out, the tsar’s supporters, the White 
Forces, moved nearly 500 tons of gold from the capital of St 
Petersburg, which many felt was too close to Russia’s 
western border for the gold’s safekeeping, they spirited 
away to Kazan which was a big trading city on the Trans- 
Siberian Railroad, about 640km east of Moscow. 
Leon Trotsky, commander of the Red Army, laid siege on 
Kazan to seize the treasure from the Tzar’s troops. After a 
long, bitter fight with the White Army, Trotsky and the 
Bolsheviks took Kazan. 
But when the Red Army soldiers triumphantly marched up 
the steps of the Kazan Bank, they found the vaults empty. 
The treasure was already on its way to Siberia, which was 
not yet under the control of the revolutionary regime. 
Trotsky assembled his own train and gave chase. 
The trains, powered by hand-loaded coal furnaces, moved 
slowly. 
Hobbled by intermittent battles, constant fuel shortages, the 
harsh winter weather of 1918 and the general chaos, the fog 
of war, neither the White Army nor the Bolsheviks could 


advance quickly. 

A few months into the race, halfway across Siberia, the 
treasure train arrived at the command center of the counter 
revolution, the town of Irkutsk, a trading city near Lake 
Baikal. And that’s exactly where my train was stopping next.” 
The young professor looked up, came up for breathe and 
sent a crooked smile over to his older friend. 

“It was here in Irkutsk that the Czech battalions, who had 
been hired by Russia to fight and then were stranded, 
unpaid and thousands of miles deep in Bolshevik territory, 
cut off all routes to Europe took the gold. 

All reports say that the Czechs wanted to go home, so when 
the treasure train arrived in Irkutsk, they captured it, took 
the gold but, then cut a deal to hand over the gold train to 
the Bolsheviks in exchange for permission to set sail from 
the Vladivostok port in Russia’s far east. 

The infrastructure in eastern Russia hadn’t yet been ravaged 
by the war or the revolution, so for the Czechs, heading east 
was now Safer than taking the more direct route west. 

The collateral worked. The Bolsheviks took the gold, let the 
Czechs begin their journey and promptly shot all the White 
Army’s leaders, all of whom, for the next 70 years have been 


) 


© 


\ 


i @ 


portrayed, in Soviet history books, as an enemy of the 
people and thus deserving of their death by firing squad. 
With the gold, the Soviet won...easy-breezy!” 
“NO...NO...NO...!” 

The older professor rose, stomping his foot, rose his hand 
and intruded upon the lecture... 

“You are foolish! You cannot take your idea and create your 
own version of history! The road to the East was clear, the 
Czechs were free to go and their numbers were not enough 
to destroy a battle-proven army — which the White Army 
was by that time!” 

“| stood and recited from my copy of Volkov’s book... 
“Volkov tells us the Bolsheviks loaded the gold onto a new 
train and sent it back to Kazan. According to Volkov, the 
treasure was returned in its entirety.” 

Both yelled at me to shut up and sit down... 

Then the older professor continued with a more complicated 
reasoning as how the gold ended up in Lake Baikal... 

“Let’s say you are correct...some historians agree with you 
but, even they insist the numbers don't add up, the amount 
turned over to the Reds was easily being off by over 200 
tons, if not more. 


Local lore sides with me...the Czechs were really White 
Russians pretending to be foreign fighters and upon realizing 
that all was lost, tricked the Reds by handing over half the 
treasure to them (to insure their own escape) and then 
dumped the rest in the lake to keep it from the Reds... 
Think, my friends, had it been the Czechs...with such 
tremendous fortunes at their fingertips, would the hungry, 
angry, war-ravaged Czech soldiers really hand it all to the 
Red Army with the road east open to their easy escape?” 
“The problem with your theory...my friend, is common 
sense... 

Why give the Reds half of the treasure? 

Why not drop it all in the lake...even today, it would be 
impossible to raise it from the bottom?” 

Without thinking...| blunted out... 

“But, | have read that the Czech troops stashed crates of 
gold on their own trains as they headed east through the 
rocky slopes of the Sayan Mountains, which stand almost 
perpendicular to Lake Baikal. 

It was on that rickety, old track where one of the overloaded 
trains is said to have lost traction and tumbled down into 
Baikal’s kilometer-deep waters.” 


“No stupid American! 

They had to give the Reds a part of it if they were going to 
get out of Siberia alive! 

Can’t you see???” 

This ended the meeting, not because they called me a stupid 
American and | left but, it was rather they didn’t care for me 
and | was not invited to stay for lunch... 

There was an ancient minibus that goes from Ulan Ude 
Central bus station to Gremyachinsk, it is about a three hour 
trip, got off when the GPS marker on google maps was in the 
right area but, then we had to walk for an additional 15- 
20mins to get to the Baikalskaya Rivera Resort as the GPS 
was slightly off or the old Soviet-era map was off. 

There was precious little space on the minibus itself, so if 
you are ever in the area, remember that it is really and 
whole-heartily recommended that you that you should 
travel with only a smaller bag if you are going overnight 
adventure from Baikal Dunes, rather than lug along your 
whole luggage...forget the curling iron...hair dryers! 

| left mine over at the train station, they had lockers that are 
Safe...so, at this point, so, | hoped. 


Ege o | quickly fell asleep as we pull out of the station. 


Note that they have a lunch break from 12:00-12:30, but 
that's also a good idea to be at the front of the queue or you 
might be left hungry, depending upon the number of people 
traveling with you. 

Our 15:00 bus was to depart from directly outside of the 
rocket office (interesting but not on the tour...at least that is 
what | was told by the watchman...maybe, being an 
American...he feared me being a secret agent), as confirmed 
by the ticket office and three slightly brusque bus drivers 
who were upset that we interrupted their after lunch nap. 
As it turned out, the bus that we were supposed to take was 
a completely different number (piece of paper in the 
windscreen) as on the ticket. 

We asked a couple waiting in the right general area and they 
confirmed it was the bus they were taking. 

Seems that whatever treasure there had been, was long 
gone and lacking a billion dollars to spend on a nuclear sub 
to explore the bottom of the lake...it’s time to go! 
Personally, | think that our old bubby Trotsky made off with, 
at least, a couple of lorries of treasure...that he stashed in 
China or more than likely, Japan for safety...as later on, he 
did live rather large while exiled in Mexico... WYT? 
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At Day Trip Tours, we can turn simple 
sightseeing into an artistic, bold 
adventures at a most reasonable rate... 
Simple vacations at Disneyland can be 
quickly turned into a spy, maybe a murder 
mystery... 

With you in the center... 
Do you get the girl? 

It’s simple... 

you decide! 


http://www.youtube.com/user/fredgwest1999 
OVER 7 MILLION VIEWS.... 
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